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have made me unhappy. You are the first man who has ever
seen me weep; you have made my home unbearable to me,
for rny mother shall never have the money she counts on;
no, not if you would give it me for a single kiss/
CI am sorry I have hurt you; I did not mean to, but what
is done can't be undone.'
'Yes, it can. You can come to our house, but keep your
despicable money. Conquer my love as an honest, straight-
forward lover, not as a brute, for you must believe it now, I
love you.3
She was a born actress! I was in her toils again, and I
promised I would do as she wished, but only for a fortnight,
as she herself proposed. As she rose to go, I asked her to
give me a kiss as a token of our reconciliation, but she
replied with a smile that we must not begin by breaking
our own rules. She left me more lovesick than ever, and
deeply ashamed of my treatment of her.
I began my visits that very evening. I gathered from the
warmth of my welcome that I had won the game. I passed
fifteen days without even kissing her hand. Each time I
went I took her a valuable present, which she received with
every expression of gratitude; besides this I escorted her
constantly to the play, and made excursions with her in the
environs of London. That fortnight cost me four hundred
guineas.
When my term of probation was ended, I asked her, in
her mother's presence, if I might stay and sup with them, or
would they .come to me? I did not mention that the supper
at my house would be a good deal better. But no. Her
mother asked me in a low voice if I would leave with the
rest of the company, and return later, bringing the money.
*For shame,' cried the daughter, as the mother withdrew.
Now was the moment when my long and faithful service
was at last to be rewarded. I approached her, but she gently
eluded me, and put out the light. I found her huddled up,
her knees touching her chin, her body wrapped in a long
gown tightly wound round her, her arms crossed and her

